>It was hopeless. No matter how much she struggled, Ronnie couldn't get out from under the two girls that held her down. The only thing she could do was look through teary eyes at some goth chick bounced up and down on her Lincoln.
>She had followed the four girls as they dragged the lame-o out of the dance. From what Clyde told her after she threatened a beating, the four were all dates that his sisters had set up, and he was stringing them all on like a jerk instead of explaining that he didn't want to go in the first place.
>They took him to the storage shack near the track. Sidling up to the door, she could hear Lincoln's blubbering, trying to apologize for his idiocy, as usual. The girls didn't seem to have any of it. Ronnie was about to join them, reveling in the chance to lord over the nerd, when the sound of tearing clothes froze her solid.
>Peering in through a crack, the color left her face as she spied Lincoln, his orange shirt ripped open and the girls forcibly trying to do the same to his jeans, the boy thrashing against them. Heroically, Ronnie burst into the cramped shed, screeching at the four girls to stop. She was able to get some good kicks in, making that rocker chick's teeth much worse and knocking that clown girl's stupid nose away before their numbers overwhelmed her.

>The clown and the girl with the massive chin held Ronnie down, digging their knees into the girl's back as the rocker chick started to fiddle with a tied up Lincoln, rubbing his chest and licking his neck as she took her jacket off. The goth girl went over to their other prisoner, slipping her arm stockings off and balling them up.
>"So you must be this scoundrel's jilted lover. How does it feel to know that he was trying to go behind your back with so many girls?" She squatted down to grab Ronnie by the chin, angling it up to stare into her eyes with a blank gaze. "Does it fill you with anger? Contempt? I know it would if I was in your situation." Ronnie squirmed her head out of her grasp, glaring back up at the girl.
>"Shut it, you freak! Jokes on you, cause we ain't together!" she shouted, getting the attention of Lincoln and the rocker, who had a bit of red saliva strands connect her mouth to his nipple. He looked a bit sad, making Ronnie wince. "I-I mean, were just friends! I'm more pissed off at you guys trying to-"
>"Then why were you at the dance in the first place?" the goth interrupted, gaining some smirks from the other girls from how it made Lincoln and Ronnie squirm in place. She grew her own devilish smile. "Ah, so its unrequited. You poor girl. I can actually relate a little." Ronnie started to thrash around, making the clown and chin girls slam her down into the ground further.
>"Aw stuff it, freak! Why don't you-" The goth jammed her balled up arm stockings into Ronnie's mouth, tying it around her head.
>"There. Now just stay there and watch, dear. Really, though, I'm kind of jealous of you." she giggled. She got back up, slipping off her dress to reveal her black panties. The other girls started to chuckle as she placed the dress on a box before turning to go to Lincoln, looking over her shoulder to a panic stricken Ronnie. "You are about to experience a sort of pain and agony that some in my coven can only dream of."

>Ronnie looked on wide eyed as the goth girl straddled Lincoln, digging her hand into his pants to free his throbbing rod. Lincoln writhed in her grasp, the rocker chick going behind to keep him from thrashing around too much. She looked back at Ronnie with contempt, the pain in her mouth still present.
>"Like what I did to yer boy, girlie?" she chided, then laughed hard, some blood escaping from her mouth and splattering on Lincoln's hair. "Yea, bet he hasn't ever gotten hard by thinkin bout you!" Ronnie could only grow through her gag, making the rocker laugh even harder. Lincoln struggled against her hold, twisting his head around to glare at the girl.
>"Leave her alone, you jerk!" he snapped, bearing his teeth at the rocker in an attempt to look intimidating. The goth just grabbed his head to make him look at her, licking her lips at the scene and turning to look back at Ronnie.
>"Well well, looks like he does like you. Congratulations." she mocked. The fear in Lincoln's eyes hurt Ronnie more than whatever words the other girls could ever utter. "That just means that this'll make the pain much, much worse." She moved her hand back down to move her cloth panties aside, then lined his head up with her lips.
>At this point, Ronnie imagined that she'd finally get the strength to throw the girls holding her down off in one smooth motion. That she'd rush the two astonished girls holding Lincoln, knocking the rest of the rocker girl's teeth in and wiping that smug look off the goth's face. She imagined picking up Lincoln in her arms and carrying him off away from the shed, going off to go back to their lives and put this horrible scene behind them. That it might be the catalyst in the two going forward in... whatever they had together.
>Reality shattered all of her hopes when Ronnie heard the squelching of Lincoln entering the goth girl with a gasp.

>The boy let out a long, drawn out whimper with every agonizing inch that the goth lowered onto him, herself biting her lip and breathing heavily. Ronnie's pupils became pinpoints the more Lincoln's member disappeared into the girl, her mind memorizing everything against her will. The goth let out a content sigh once she had taken in Lincoln entirely.
>"Well, Lincoln. How does it feel?" Lincoln could only babble, visibly tensing his body as tears started to form in his eyes. It made the goth giggle, who looked to Ronnie out the corner of her eye. "Hm. Guess it's so good that it fried the boy's brain. I'll just take that as a compliment." With that she started to bob up and down his shaft, eliciting more gasps from Lincoln.
>The other girls kept on smirking as the room became a hotbox, sweat beading off of the goth as she writhed on the boy. Lincoln himself was feeling the heat, twitching every time the goth bounced on him and letting out ragged gasps. The tears were flowing down onto his chest, and it look like it took his entire concentration to not just openly sob in front of everyone. As if they needed to know they got to him.
>Everything about the scene started to break down Ronnie's mind as questions sprouted up too fast for her to process. Why were they doing this to her? Was what Lincoln did really so heinous that it warranted such a horrible response? How could he even get hard in a situation like this?
>Why didn't she just tell him that she wanted to go to the arcade with him ahead of time?
>That last question opened the floodgates for Ronnie, openly weeping through her gag as the image of her Lincoln cumming inside the goth girl became burned in her mind. Her sniffling caught the attention of the two holding her down, the chin motioning to the rocker. 
>"Looks like she knows what that 'pain' stuff is, spooky." she said to the goth, who dismounted and walked over to Ronnie, a bit of Lincoln dribbling out in front of her face onto the ground.

>"Like I said before, I'm a bit envious of you. The sort of pain you're feeling now is something of a hot commodity to my kind." she taunted. Ronnie just kept staring at Lincoln through teary eyes, who was stifling sobs himself. The goth shook her head. "Why don't you two get off of her. I don't think she'll give us anymore trouble."
>The clown and the chin nodded, and got up to join the rocker. Ronnie slowly sat up, her hair in strands and obscuring her eyes. It reminded the goth of her friend a bit. She kept staring at the broken girl sitting on the ground, waiting for her to say something. Thankfully, she did after sniffling for a while.
>"...Can we go now?" Ronnie whispered, her voice hoarse and barely audible. "Can we just go already?"
>"Oh I assure you, you're free to go." The goth cooed. "Its the scoundrel that has to stay." Ronnie angled her head up, her eyes weakly turning to where the three other girls were fiddling with Lincoln, the rocker now straddling the whimpering boy. "The others want to have their turns, to try to salvage something from his deception."
>"Yea, piss off!" the rocker yelled, roughly stroking Lincoln's shaft in an effort to get it hard again. "Unless you wanna try to save yer not boyfriend again. Cause I don't mind goin another round, girlie!" All eyes fell on Ronnie, who only returned the gaze right back at Lincoln. He looked so terrified, so scared of being left to the wolves.
>But she was so tired.
>Wordlessly, she made her way to the door. More sobs from Lincoln made her pause when she opened it. It took all her strength to step out into the cold night air.
>Closing the door behind her, she collapsed against the thin metal entrance. The sounds from the dance seemed to had died down, and the moon shone brightly up in the sky. Ronnie sidled down, hugging herself into a ball as the muffled moans from inside drifted through the night.